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and no thanks for it, for all the danger we're in.   And it's little
we get but abuse from the people, and no choice but to obey
our orders, and never asked when a man is sent into danger,
if you are a married man with a family.
MAN [sings]:
** As through the hills I walked to view the hills and shamrock
plain,
I stood awhile where nature smiles to view the rocks and
streams,
On a matron fair I fixed my eyes beneath a fertile vale,
As she sang her song it was on the wrong of poor old
Granuaile."
SERGEANT. Stop that; that's no song to be singing in these
times,
MAN. Ah, Sergeant, I was only singing to keep my heart
up. It sinks when I think of him. To think of us two sitting
here, and he creeping up the quay, maybe, to get to us,
SERGEANT. Are you keeping a good look-out ?
MAN. I am; and for no reward too. Amn't I the foolish
man ? But when I saw a man in trouble, I never could help
trying to get him out of it. What's that ? Did something
hit me ?                                                                [Rubs his heart.
SERGEANT [patting him on the shoulder}. You will get your
reward in heaven.
MAN, I know that, I know that, Sergeant, but life is
precious.
SERGEANT. Well, you can sing if it gives you more courage.
MAN [sings]:
" Her head was bare, her hands and feet with iron bands
were bound,
Her pensive strain and plaintive wail mingles with the
evening gale,
And the song she sang with mournful air, I am old
Granuaile.
Her lips so sweet that monarchs kissed . . ***